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But from Mary his excited mind soon came swinging back to
his own affairs. "What will there be," he thought, "in that
Yeovil letter? Well! I'm ready, whatever it is!"
And then, as they drew near the cemetery and he decided
that nothing would induce him to enter that place in company
with his "mother's man," he thought how, if he were writing a
story about himself, he would make All Souls' Day, this last
autumn, appear like a new birth, the birth of a middle-aged man
over forty into normal human life. "The truth is," he thought,
"what I have to struggle like the devil to be is what normal
men are already, by the nature of things. And yet I would not
change with any of them! Til still be myself: but Til be myself
entering their life."
They were opposite the cemetery now, and our friend took
good care to look the other way, and to think the other way too,
lest some telepathic wave of consciousness should set Uryen
upon entering the death-enclosure.
But what was this ? Yes, there was some kind of Circus—and it
looked to his eyes most startlingly familiar—being put up in
the fair-field! "I expect it's a different one, though," he said to
himself, "there must be endless ones on the road."
And then the thought came to him; "But I'm certain Wizz
told me none of them went their rounds till the summer. What
the devil is this then?"
Uryeii made no sign of any sort as they passed the cemetery
and Dud didn't dare to take oil his cap. "But what would you
think, Mother," he said to himself, "if you saw us passing you
without a word?"
s&. It was a relief when they began to skirt the iron railings by
the Amphitheatre; and Dud tried hard to put both cemetery
and Circus out of his mind and to concentrate on Mary's exe-
cution. He had picked up some ghastly details from various tra-
ditional accounts of this event, but upon these he refused to let
his mind dwell.
"That's one thing I learnt from old Elijah," he said to him-
self. "Aye! how I remember the way he looked on his knees at
prayers when he used to say: 'And keep us all, dear merciful
God, from thinking of cruel things, lest our thoughts carry food
to the devils/ "
When they came past the railway station our friend remem-
bered how he had decided during his first encounter with Wizzie

